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in the last hours of this world's life whenever they may
come. But an old man necessarily has his thoughts carried
to the past. But, oh! how many of the dearest and sweetest
remembrances of my life are now blended with clouds of
sorrow! It must be so. It is nature's own law. May
God teach you to bear your sorrow like a man. Of this I
have no fear; but more than this, may His grace be given
you to bear it like a Christian. This sustaining power is
His precious gift, and it must be humbly sought for, by pros-
tration of heart, while under God's afflicting hand. May He
give you the comfort of Christian hope; compared with it
all other comfort vanishes into mid-air. And if it indeed
be given you, sorrow will lose its bitterness, and even be
tempered with joy.

" I was much affected, and grateful too, when on Friday
last I received what I thought a letter from Frank Buckland
containing his biographical notice of Lady Murchison. I
immediately wrote to thank him for it. But last night, on
looking at the envelope, I found from the crest and your
name on one corner of it that the 'Souvenirs' had come
from yourself, and now I send you the thanks of an honest
heart for this great kindness. May God bless you and
restore you to comfort 1

"If I live four weeks more I shall finish my 84th year.
For more than six months I have been lame from some
chronic affection of the tendon and integuments of my left
knee. I can bear no walking exercise, though I hobble on a
stick as far as my museum. For two months I have greatly
suffered from a combined attack of gout and bronchitis. The
gouty diathesis remains, but the bronchitis has given way,
leaving, however, behind it a painful affection of my eyes, II.                                                                              Yhen I got my lessons from Buckland, Greenough, Ktton,l of it in 1861 appeared in the
